THE FINISHED PRODUCT
half-an-hour to make me believe he knows a great
deal of what he knows nothing," he commented after
listening to a literary man holding forth at his table,
"we won't have him again." But though he did not
love everybody, he liked most and hated none. Him-
self normal in his tastes, he felt at home with the normal
run of humanity; sympathized with their aspirations,
shared their pleasures, understood their weaknesses.
Perhaps human beings were not very dignified; but
then, he did not feel dignified himself. Besides their
absurdities and inconsistencies only made them the
more entertaining. And if he liked men as a whole,
certain individuals among them he loved. Experience
had only confirmed the strength of his personal affec-
tions. For Emily, for Fred, for his closest friends, he
felt an ardent unselfish love that overrode all his
deliberately cultivated detachment. Unquenchable
beacons of comfort and joy they shone out, radiating a
little circle oflight in the huge darkness of the universe,
warming the shivering heart. Indeed the very paradox
of his nature made him a happy man on the whole. A
cynic who loved mankind, a sceptic who found life
thoroughly worth living, he contrived to face the
worthlessness of things, cheerfully enough.
Only there was a gfrink in the armour ofhis serenity.
It depended too much on keeping in the sun. Since he
relied for happiness on the passing joys of pleasure and
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